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Faith 


Author's Notes: 
The fourth in a series of four ficlets that | wrote dealing with the emotional aspects of BDSM. 


Two hours pass. 


Nick takes the time to study Mark's face. He's memorized every line. Every swoop and sharp angle, every 
shadow, every curve. He knows the colors the way he knows his own name, irrefutable and rock solid. He 


recognizes a curl of dark hair, the faint white of a scar, the grim set of thin lips. 


His eyes flick down to Mark's arms, bound behind him. The muscles in his shoulders twitch and flutter, 
cramped and aching from holding their position. Legs as well, although Nick can't see them as well. They're stil 


covered, cased in their thin prison of worn denim. 


Mark's breath rasps in slowly through his nose, hisses out between clenched teeth. He swallows convulsively 
and Nick watches a bead of sweat tremble on the tip of his nose, then fall to the floor. Its one of many, 
Mark's skin is soaked with sour pain and anticipation 


"Are you thirsty?" he asks softly. There's a bottle of water next to his hand and Mark's dark eyes fix on it 
greedily. 


"Yes." 

A booted foot lashes out, catches Mark square in the chest. He doubles over with a soft huff of agony and 
stays that way for several long minutes. Finally, he straightens his spine. His eyes are cast down and the mark 
of Nick's boot is etched in vivid, painful scarlet on his pale sternum. His lips twist bitterly. 


"Yes, sir." 


"That's my boy," Nick sighs. Mark crawls forward, pushes his head into Nick's lap. Water trickles slowly onto 
Mark's parched lips and he laps at it with pathetic, restrained need. Their eyes lock and Nick has to look away. 


He hadn't known that there could be so much trembling certainty in one brief glance. 


